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" Of course I do, and I am going to trust Him right on, right
on to the end/*

She appeared then to get a little exhausted, and I prayed
and left, promising to come back the next morning. 1 had
proposed to leave by the 10.15 train, but on reflection resolved
to remain and see what turn things took. The Doctor had said
that he could give no idea as to any immediate danger, and the
nurse was equally unable to form a judgment. She seemed so
strong, that for my own part 1 felt sure she would last some
time, if she did not even recover,

But on reaching the house Emily, my niece, met me weeping,
and exclaimed, t4 Oh, 1 am so glad you've come, Uncle; I was
afraid you would have been too late/*

Oh, what a change had taken place. It was only too evident
that my sister was now dying, I took her hand, called her
name, and asked if she knew me; to this she signified assent,
But that was all There were a few minutes* heavy breathing,
and then, without a struggle or groan, she ceased to live, As
she gave her closing gasp, the words involuntarily came to my
heart as though spoken to me by an invisible spirit, ** Mary
Newell, enter into Heaven, washed in the Blood of the Lamb.**
It was probably no more than a fancy or an utterance of faith
and hope, but however interpreted it was a pleasant feeling; it
greatly comforted me,

An admirable example of Salvation Army piety, and a
very eloquent witness at once to the humility of William

Booth's spiritual life and the stubborn character of his
theology, is presented in the following quotation of his
journal:

Some years ago 1 met the mother of Major von Wattenwyl,

one of my oldest and most trusted Swiss Officers at Berne, at
the lady's house where I was billeted, I was struck with her
appearance, her spirit: and her general demeanour. She was

then, I think, 84 years of age, but wonderfully well preserved,
with hair white as snow. She was converted when somewhere
about 21 years of age. Deeply convicted of sin, and of the
possibility of Salvation, she sought the blessing night and day.
Doing little eating, drinking, or anything else, beside weeping
and reading her Bible, and calling on God to save her. In the
house and in the wood, by night and by day, she persevered in
her search for the Pearl of Great Price, and at last found it to
her great joy. When she commenced the struggle her hair was
as black as a sloe; when she finished it was white as I saw it' on
that day.
When at Basle, a month ago, her daughter, the Major, was